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theories of universal benevolence vanished. We deter-
mined to be what fortnne had snddenly made us. We
discarded the abstract truths which had in no age of the
world ever been practised, and were of course therefore
impracticable. We smiled at our ignorance of human na-
ture and ourselves. The Secret Union for the Amelioration
of Society suddenly tarned into a corps of bandits, and
their philosophical president was voted their captain.

CHAPTER IV.

TT was midnight. They threw themselves upon their rough
couches, that they might wake fresh with the morning.
Fatigue and brandy in a few minutes made them deep
slamberers ; but I could not sleep. I flung a log upon the
fire, and paced the hall in deep communion with my own
thoughts. The Rubicon was passed. Farewell, my father,
farewell, my step-country; farewell, literary invention,
maudlin substitute for a poetic life; farewell, effeminate
arts of morbid civilisation! From this moment I ceased to
be a boy. I was surrounded by human beings, bold and
trusty, who looked only to my command, and I was to
direct them to danger and guide them through peril. No
child's game was this, no ideal play. We were at war, and
at war with mankind.

I formed my plans; I organised the whole system.
Action must be founded on knowledge. I would have no
crude abortive efforts. Our colossal thoughts should not
degenerate into a frolic. Before we commenced our career
of violence, I was determined that I would have a thorough
acquaintance with the country. Every castle and every
farm-house should be catalogued. I longed for a map, that
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